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Which Came F rst? 














PRINCESS PATRICIA 


Though reflecting traditional detail in its exquisite 
design, Princess Patricia is essentially a pattern of 
today. Designed for the modern bride—and for 
her modern environment. 


In it she sees the finer aspects of present-day design. 


The newest Gorham pattern, Princess Patricia, has 
already found immediate acceptance; particularly 
for the modern American home, and for the various 
interesting versions of Spanish styles now in vogue, 
for which so few tableware patterns are suitable. 


a egy 


Princess Patricia, wrought in sterling silver by the % 
ad OO 


Gorham Master Craftsmen, serves both formal and neu r > 
informal occasions. In complete dinner and tea ser- Ret \ 
vices. (Teaspoons, small, $10.00 for six. Dessert 
Knives, $20.00 for six. Dessert Forks, $20.00 for six.) 


Stop at your jeweler’s to see this and other 
fine Gorham creations 
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Members of Sterling Silversmiths Guild of America 


AMERICA’S LEADING SILVERSMITHS FOR OVER 90 YEARS 





HE first thing to learn about a car is “Has it 
Timken Bearings?” 


Smart buyers always ASK if there are Timkens 
and show how well they know what they are 
suying. They do know, because the presence of 


limkens isa signofutmost durability, silence, econ- 


omy—long-continued freedom from attention. T I M K E N 


The technical terms for it are Timken tapered Tapered 
construction, Timken POSITIVELY ALIGNED ROLLER BEARINGS 
2OLLS and Timken-made electric steel—meaning 

full protection against the wear of friction, side~ 

thrust, shock, speed and torque, in differentials, 

pinion or worm drives, transmissions, rear 

wheels, front wheels, steering pivots and fans. 


The simple thing to remember is to make sure 


of buying Timken-equipped! 
THE TIMKEN ROLLER BEARING CO.,CANTON, OHIO 
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but many 
imported 


Dunlops 


VERY FEW PEOPLE DRIVE ROLLS- 
ROYCES. 


VERY FEW OPERATE PALATIAL 
YACHTS. 


* «8 


VERY FEW MAINTAIN STABLES 
OF PEDIGREED RACE-HORSES. 


| 


IN ALMOST EVERY field 
of enjoyment... the very 
highest-priced ... the very 


best ... is limited to the few. 


There is only one exception 
... golf. Many, many thou- 
sand golfers play the very 
highest-priced golf-ball.. . 
the very best golf-ball...the 
imported black Dunlop. 


IMPORTED BLACK 


DUNLOP 
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Genghis Khan 


By Harold Lamb. Robert M. McBride & Co. 


ET all who ever smote with sword 
Acclaim this Mongol cattle- 
herder, 
For Genghis Khan, the Gobi’s lord, 
Outdid their best in wholesale 
murder. 


A lad who led a hunted clan, 
Whose friends were few, whose 
bounds were narrow, 
His genius welded man to man 
The Peoples of the Bow-and- 
Arrow. 


The Asian highlands owned his sway 
With all their nomad variorum; 
His squadrons humbled proud 

Cathay, 
He ruled a 


korum. 


world from Kara- 


Triumphant rode his chivalry, 
By valiant orkhons Alexandered, 
From China’s sea to Muscovy 
Beneath his seven-yak-tail stand- 
ard. 


The Moslem fled from Persia’s land 
Before his iron-thewed battalions; 
Bokhara, Herat, Samarkand 
Were stables for his white-nosed 
stallions. 


He died in peace; in forest snows 
Declined the desert eagle's pinion. 
They dug his grave where no one 
knows 
And gave his sons the world’s 
dominion. 


He bound his horde by rigid laws 
And, mankind’s ancient 
pursuing, 
Destroyed and massacred because 
He knew no other way of doing. 


course 


I see processive nations strive, 
And marvel, through the trumpet- 
braying, 
How anybody’s left alive 
With all these centuries of slaying. 
Arthur Guiterman. 


The Preliminary 
WIFE (at 3:17 a. M.): Is that 
you, Henry? 

Henry: No, ‘sh radio. An’ th’ 
li'l teeny-weeny fushy-wushy tenor 
sesh to th’ Happy Hour Bishcuit 
Sherenaders, “How’sh all m’ pals in 
Grenidge, Mash’chooshts,” an’ Mish- 
ter Dempsey to th’ easht made fi’ 
yards through Mishter Whitehead 
an’ thish’s. .Gra’m Coolidge ‘noun- 
shing from Blue Heaven——- 





Easter 


Gitts 





at the Rexall store 


Artstyle Chocolates 


Choice centers, smothered in luscious rich 
chocolate. Creams, caramels, nuts, fruits 
and other tempting favorites. Beautifully 
packaged. 





Cara Nome Toiletries 


The fragrance of early 
blossom time, cap- 
tured for the dainty 
woman’ sdelight.Pow- 
der, perfume, talcum, 
sachet, rouge—supre- 
mely alluring—in dis- 
tinguished containers. 


Symphony \\~ 
Lawn \ 7 
Stationery 


For the letter which silently speaks of 
the sender’s good taste. Heavy, fabric- 
finished paper which resembles a fine 
linen handkerchief. In various sizes, in 
white and in modish tints. If you want 
correspondence paper that is unmistak- 
ably fine, ask for Symphony Lawn. 


Electric Toaster 


The quick, easy 
way to make toast 
just right. Attaches 
to light socket and 
toasts on the table. 


You will recognize it by this sign 
Liggett’s are also stores 





— 
eo 














alx 














Tue Star JUVENILE OF THE CuHoir Discovers THAT His Voice Has CHANGED OVERNIGHT 


Bang! Bang! Bang!—Like That! 


“‘What did you talk to the President 
about?’ Mr. Walker was asked, 
“*\bout three minutes, he replied.” 
—New York Herald Tribune. 





Jimmie—WaLker and Coo.- 
IDGE—Cal 

Those Irresistible 

nuts.” 

Assisted by the U. 

Band 


“Phunny- 


S. Marine 








M R. WALKER: Young man, I’m 


amazed at you! Who was that 
lady I seen you with? 
Mr. CootinGe: That was no lady’s 
eye—that was a marble! I 
hear you've stopped drinking 
hard likka. 
Mr. Waker: Yes, sir—I 
freeze it and eat it! Tell me, 
Cal, how do you get down from 
your electrical horse? 
Mr. Cooxince: I don’t get 
down from my electrical horse 
—I get down from a duck! I 
hear they are trying to put over 
4 seven-cent subway fare where 
you come from. 
Mr. Waker: 


Yes, sir— 


Hen: Come on now, smarty! 


they’re raisingthe Old Nickel! What’s 
the difference between a member of 
the House of Representatives and a 
member of the Senate? 

Mr. Coo.ipGe: One is all full of 
hot air and the other is all full of 
hot air. What was the idea of ask- 
ing Lindbergh to go through the 
Holland Vehicular Tunnel? 

Mr. Warker: Through the Hol- 
land Vehicular Tunnel? That’s easy. 


Lay an eg¢! 
I dare you! 


We wanted an Ace in the hole. What 
has long whiskers and gets nowhere? 

Mr. Coorimee: Charles Evans 
Hughes, Farm Relief and Muscle 
Shoals. Mr. Walker, our boy so- 
prano, will now sing for you, “Those 
Weepin’ and Whalen Blues.” Let ’er 
go, professor.... 

(The Marine Band breaks into 
“The Star-Spangled Banner,” and 
the audience leaps—as it does not 
choose to run—for the nearest exit.) 


Henry William Hanemann, 


Inspiration 

HAD a miserable ten minutes 

to-night,” said the politician who 
had just delivered a campaign speech. 
“One of the audience wanted to know 
how I stood on the Wet and Dry 
Question. But I finally handled him 
all right. I told him that there was 
no such question.” 


ORTH: Yes—certainly I under- 
stand women. 
West: What do they mean when 
they hold out their hand in the car 
ahead ? 
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First CHerus: What? You have a terrible headache? What do you suppose could 
have caused that? 


Seconp CHERvuB: I don’t know. 


I’m certain it couldn’t have been my stomach. 


On Inviting One’s Sister to the Prep School Prom 


“TEAR Sis: How about coming up 

to the Prom next week? Dad 
and I were talking about my allow- 
ance when he was up here a few days 
ago. He certainly is a great old 
scout—he sure did the right thing by 
me. Somehow in the course of the 
conversation it came up that you 
hadn’t been up here yet, so I just 
happened to think that perhaps you 
might like to come for the Prom. It 
isn't perfect here this time of year, 
you know—the trees aren’t out en- 
tirely—and, of course, I know there 
is a lot going on in the city. By the 
way, what ever has become of Ger- 
trude Blanchard? I have written her 
two letters now and haven't heard a 
word. Does Ed Paul see much of 
her these days—or don’t you know? 
She always struck me as a pretty 
good sort—what do you think? Edna 
Pollard wrote me just the other day. 
She is in school not far from here, 
you know. I imagine I could get 
her for the Prom if you don’t come, 
or I would be willing to write Ger- 
trude Blanchard again if you are all 
mixed up in some social affairs, as I 
gather you are, from the papers 
mother sends on. Betty Smith is in 
school near here, too. She is an at- 
tractive little thing, isn’t she? Al- 
ways liked her, some way. But 
Father was such a darn good sport 
and came across so handsomely, and 
I certainly hope you can get here for 
the Prom. If you can’t conveniently, 
let me know by Friday, will you? 
How are you and Ben getting along 
—and before I forget it, is Ger- 


trude’s address 149 Beechwood Ter- 
race or 149 Beechwood Drive? I 
certainly hope you can come. If I 
don’t hear before Friday, I will 
know that you can’t make it. 

“Your loving brother, 


“Jimmy. 


“P. S. Wire me Gertrude’s cor- 
rect address.” 
Hayward Bartlett. 


/-NORMANLYND. 


Something New Under 
the Sun 
‘THE latest craze, 


These hectic days, 
Is all about the violet rays 
That float amid the ether; 
The sun has ultra-violet rays— 
Oh, ultra ultra-violet rays— 
Oh, ne plus ultra-violet rays 
To warm the world beneath her, 


Our window glass 
Is of a class 
To catch the sunbeams as th: Y pass 
And steal that magic aura; 
It fills you full of pep and vim: 
It keeps you in the best of trim: 
And in your greenhouse, neat and 
prim, 
It fortifies the flora. 


Accept no fake, 
For heaven’s sake: 

Stone walls do not a prism make— 
You need an all-glass ceiling; 
And thus, by Nature’s simple plan, 
Each well-enlightened mortal can 

Achieve an artificial tan, 
And spend the season peeling. 


Norman R. Jaff ray. 


IM: I have St. Vitus’s dance. 
Tim: So have I. Shake. 


Stone Ace Mortuer: Here’s a chiselgram from our boy at college. 
Stone Ace Dap: Ye gods! That means I'll have to spend the day pounding out a check. 





An Irate Author Acknowl- 
edges the Return of His 
Rejected Novel 


Squarebook Publishing Co., 
397 Type Street, 
City. 

ENTLEMEN: 

Permit me to acknowledge with 
thanks return of my manuscript, 
“Only a Boy,” together with addi- 
tions thereto. 

It was exceedingly nice of you to 
indicate that your manuscript read- 
ers are well fed, and your decora- 
tions on the various pages giving 
indications of having been closely 
scanned make a very decided appeal. 

The tomato soup stains on pages 
one to fifty certainly brighten up the 
fore part of the book. The blue- 
pencil drawing of what appears to be 
a cow, on the top of page ninety- 
seven, is really a very creditable ef- 
fort. The eat on page one hundred 
and twelve is done with a great deal 
of expression. I love the tail on that 
cat. 

It is my earnest hope that the ham 
sandwich, begun by your reader on 
page one-sixty-five, and apparently 
finished on sheet two hundred and 
nine, was thoroughly enjoyed; and 
I note the reader concluded his lunch 
with either a chocolate eclair or a 
malted milk, the brown smudge ap- 
pearing vividly on page three hun- 
dred and twelve. However, I have 
not vet tried the telephone numbers 
listed on pages four hundred to four 
hundred and fifteen. 

In conclusion, may I express my 
deep regret that the figures on page 
five hundred and seven clearly show 
that your valued reader is going to 
have a hard time of it to meet his 
second mortgage? 

Regretfully yours, 


Tom F. Barry. 


Had Him Guessing 
GREEN: 


I saw a funny 


M R. 


thing as I was going downtown 
this morning. 

Mrs. Green: What was it? 

Mr. Green: I don’t know; but I 
heard somebody call it “girlie.” 


UT-GRIMMING Grimm—Once 

there was an architect who de- 
signed a building so beautiful that 
all the other architects admired it. 


“If you are going io insist on crying, Clarabelle, I shall have to have Mary take you 
at once to the crying room.” 


Thoughts of a Girl on Easter 


HANK heavens Lent’s over I've 

been simply mad to wear this 
Paris bonnet I bet it’s the best-look- 
ing hat in church gosh I bet 
Luella’ll be envious she got her lid 
right here in town this year but any- 
thing imported would be wasted on 
her she’s so provincial-looking dam- 


u P ~~ 


AN Easter YEGG 


nation there's a hat exactly like mine 
I can’t believe it’s anything but a 
cheap imitation anyways nobody’s 
got a coat that can touch this one of 
mine I wonder who that youth is 
with Millie must be some one from 
out of town she’s always importing 
beaux nobody here ever gives her 
any time funny she doesn’t seem to 
get away but she’s so provincial 
that’s the trouble I bet everybody 
realizes that hat is just an imitation 
of mine but at a casural glance. you 
might think it was the real thing 
gosh how annoying I think it’s foul 
the way these local milliners keep 
copying things there’s Mabel heavens 
she’s got a coat exactly like mine the 
cat I can’t bear it of course it’s just 
a cheap imitation but just looking at 
it casurally you might think it was 
the real thing gosh I’m so mad I 
could spit.... 
Lloyd Mayer. 


Luckless 
ROWN: Ed Baffle gets the worst 
breaks of any guy I ever saw! 
Beice: He sure does! I doubt if 
he could even get away with murder! 
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A Penny Saved Is a Penny Earned 





Two Writers Who Write the 
“Two-Something-or-O thers - 
Get-Together”’ Stuff for Lire 
Get Together 
ELLO, old man! How’s 
tricks ?” 
“Great, old man! Did you see my 
‘Two Soup Chefs Get Together’ in 
this week’s issue?” 
“I'll say I did—it’s a honey—I 
don’t see how you can bat out that 
stuff as often as you do. I only get 
mine over once in a while.” 
“Yeah—but when you do, they’re 
the real thing. I thought that “Two vr a 
Harmonica Enthusiasts Get To- or mt 
gether’ you did a few weeks ago was I 
a masterpiece.” 
“It couldn’t compare with your 
‘Two Parsnip Fanciers Get To- | | I a ai 
gether.’ Gosh! I don’t see where you ment | BA) ! i) 
4 : 


get your ideas.” 

“They're everywhere, my boy— 
right now I’m working on “Two a 
Presidential Candidates Get To- 
gether,’ but I’m afraid I’m stuck.” 

“Ha, ha—I tried it, too, and gave 
it up! I guess they wouldn’t have 
much to say to each other.” FasHIONABLE CHurcH Memper: Now, Rev. Twittenbody, I am going to be 

“Yeah—I guess they wouldn't. divorced and I want you to give me just as brilliant a ceremony as when I 
S’long.” was married here. 

‘’Atta boy—s’long.” 

D. L. Cotie. 


The Society Editor Covers a Prizefight 


Brides of the Times NE of the most distingué of the patron, in honor of Mr. Joe Dugan, 

“\ ELL, if we're going to get week’s affairs was the reception son of Mrs. H. Gus Dugan of 
married, c'mon, make it given Wednesday evening by Mr. 152314, Oliver Street, and Przemysl 
snappy; I gotta get back to work.” Rex Ticket, the well-known art Ure axnpf, the talented young Pole. 
. As the guests assembled, they 

were received by friends of Mr. 

Ticket, who ushered them here, there 

and everywhere, a myriad electric 

lights illuminating the entire scene. 

Mr. Dugan wore a ravishing cos- 
tume consisting of cerise silk, very 
bouffant, while Mr. Urezxnpf's frock, 
which was quite décolleté, was 
in periwinkle blue. Both wore gloves 
during the entire evening, a fad 
which is growing in popularity at 
affairs of this kind. 

Both honorés consented to par- 
ticipate in a brief, prearranged pro- 
gram of entertainment. At its all- 
too-soon conclusion, many of the as- 
semblage urged them to extend their 
clever exhibition, but Mr. Dugan 
felt unable to respond to the enthusi- 
astic cries of “Encore! Encore!” 
“Bravo! Well done!” and “Get up 
and fight, you big stiff!” 

Mr. Ticket poured during the 
evening, and was assisted about the 
rooms by several friends. 

Tue Ipea Swipers’ UNION Goes INTO TRAINING FOR STALKING Easter PARADERS William J. Pringle, Jr. 





“Say, Jerry, if you see a dress you think I’d look well in, will you please save 
it for me?” 


Art Wedded to Art 


RITER: You know, old man, I 

think there’s nothing finer in 
this world than to have one’s “brain 
children,” if you catch my meaning, 
illustrated just exactly right! 

Artist: Oh, you're wrong there, 
dear fellow; the finest thing on God’s 
green footstool (if you get me) is to 
be able to create illustrations for a 
really brilliant piece of writing! 
For instance, the man who couldn't 
do an elegant set of pictures for 
your stuff would be all set for a 
Home for Half-Wits! 

Waiter: Oh, now, really, my dear 
boy! I was thinking just the other 
evening that, while that last thing of 
mine was rather feeble, it was saved 
by your magnificent illustrations— 

Artist: What! Feeble? Why, 
that was the most stirring bit of 
writing I ever read! Such grasp of 
your subject! Such character in- 


sight! Such pathos! And that open- 
ing line: “Do your feet ache after 
a day in the subway?” Arresting! 
Virile! Vivid! And then how subtly 
you led up to the mention of the 
Little Giant Corn Incinerator! 

Writer: But your pictures! My 
dear man, I stood breathless with 
awe when I saw the proof of that 
ad—the woman sitting on the curb, 
holding her feet and sobbing! And 
that study of the nude _ foot!! 
Nothing finer has ever been— 

(Both lose control of their emo- 
tions and dissolve in tears in each 
other’s arms.) H. F. 


E: At last I’ve succeeded in for- 
getting what the war was like. 
Sue: What did you do? 
He: I went to see all the war 
movies. 


The Spirit of Competition 


“Office Boy Captures Gum Chewing 
Contest.”—H eadline. 


[\ these days of contests the fol- 
lowing might be suggested to as- 
pirants for world’s championships: 


1. Women’s cigarette-smoking con- 
test. (Winner to be buried with 
honors. ) 

2. Phonograph players’ contest. 
(Must break all records.) 

3. Back-seat drivers’ contest, 
(Winners to be run over by ten-ton 
truck. ) 

4. Bootleggers’ contest. 
drink own liquor. 
barred. ) 

5. Golf liars’ contest. 
teurs allowed.) 

6. First signs of spring contest. 
(Must capture all first robins with 
lariats. ) 

7. “Blue Heaven” singing contest. 
(100,000 prizes of homesteads on the 
Great American Desert.) 

8. Presidential candidates’ con- 
test. (Must answer “yes” or “no” 
on foreign policy.) 

9. Wrestlers’ contest. 
to be decided beforehand.) 

10. Oil-land leasing contest. 
(First prize, $300,000 in missing 
bonds. ) 


( Must 
Federal agents 


(No ama- 


(Winner 
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No Overtures 
“TJOwW do you like 
neighbors?” 
“Great—they’re the coldest, most 
unfriendly people you ever saw.” 
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The Reckless Spender Takes 
His Girl to an Amusement Park 


“(\H, Horace! Isn’t that the big- 
gest roller coaster you ever 

saw? 

“Yeah. Those things are awful 
dangerous, though.” 

“J guess a ride on 
Wheel would be safer.” 

“You get in an awful draught up 
in those cars, Mabel. Lots of people 
catch pneumonia that way.” 

“My goodness, Horace. 
hot dogs everywhere, 


the Ferris 


They 
have don’t 
they?” 

“Yeah. Say, if you ever knew 
what they put in them things you'd 
never eat another.” 

“Look, Horace! That girl just 
won a doll! Isn’t it a beauty? And 
she only took one ten-cent chance !"’ 

“Those dolls will fall to pieces if 
you look at ’em. And them guys 
running the wheels are swindlers; 
they let some friend win one just to 
fool the suckers.” 

“Isn't it funny, 
hungry you get walking 
the salt air?” 

“Yeah. You sure do. 
you what we'll do, Mabel: we'll walk 
around a while and take in all the 
sights, then we'll go back to your 
house and make some fudge!” 

Chet Johnson. 


Horace, how 
around in 


I'll tell 


You Know the Type 
TICKERS: Why do you dislike 
him so? 
Wickers: He’s full of opinions 
that are wrong, and can always 
prove everything he says. 
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“Dear, are you through with the drawing board? 
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I want to make biscuits.” 


Nes Pops Diaryr 


March Off to a bad start this 

h day, finding, first, that 
st Katie, in preparing my 
grapefruit, had disobeyed my injunc- 
tion to sever the pulp from the 
rind, so that I could not eat it with- 
out receiving a baptism of juice. 
Tea leaves in my cup, too, which 
does always irk me when there is no 
one at hand to read their portent, 
and when writing materials were 
brought me wherewith to make out 
a cheque for the bootlegger, I did 

















“Tue Fight Was Carriep TO THE FLOOR OF THE SENATE” 


absent-mindedly dip my pen in the 
cream jug instead of in the inkwell, 
so that I did but need to burn my 
tongue extracting mythical 
from my tea to make my misery utter 
and complete. Up betimes, never- 
theless, and off for a fitting on my 
blue crepella sports jacket, and 
thence to luncheon at Mabel 
Loomis’s, and, marking a Croix de 
Guerre ribbon on the butler’s lapel, 
I mentioned it at my earliest oppor 
tunity, and when Mabel did tell me 
that he had four citations, including 
the Médaille Militaire, three of 
which had been presented to him by 
Maréchal Foch, I was at some pains 
to eat because of my excitement, al- 
beit we had the Marguery’s hot hors 
d’euvre, spiced cutlets and vegetable 
marrow, and I was minded of Kip- 
ling’s “The Man Who Was” and 
hoped that none of us would care- 
lessly mention anything which would 
make him drop the mousse, to say 
nought of longing to shake him by 
the hand and pour forth my admira- 
tion of his valour. But the discourse 
did run safely enough, Sally Sims- 
bury, just home from her travels, 
confiding that they do not dare put 
up a hymn under 36 in the English 
church at (Please turn to page 31) 


money 
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Tue Sap Case or THE Lapy WuHo Acouirep a Swett Lot or Easter 
FINERY AND THEN CONTRACTED THE Mumps. 


The Lloyd Mayer Influence Hits Chicago 


IRST GUNMAN: Honestly, I’m 

all hot and blackjacked. 1 mean 
I could simply scream on account of 
these aT ROcious people who pay the 
officials for the privilege of operat- 
ing in one territory and then sort of 
try to run beer in somebody ELSE’S 
back yard. 

Seconp Gunman: Really, my 
dear, I don’t BLAME you a bit. I 
mean I ACtually don’t. I under- 
stand PERfectly just how you feel. 

First Gunman: You HONestly 
do? 

Seconp GunMAN: My dear, I can 
sympathize absoLUTEly. I mean I 
simply deTEST those perfectly 
HORrible people. 

First Gunman: It’s AWfully 
sweet of you to say so because I 


BEAUTIFUL BUT DegaF 


mean this perfectly FIENDISH Al 
the GYPSY has simply been mo- 
NOPolizing my own territory. He 
ACtually has. 

Seconp GunMAN: The brute! 

First Gunman: I mean just be- 
cause I set up some saloons in his 
district I don’t see why he had to 
sort of reTALiate that way because 
I didn’t try to SPITE him or any- 
thing like that. I just wanted to 
sort of teach him a LESson. 

Seconp GunMAN: Good for you! 

First Gunman: Honestly, I'm SO 
glad you feel that way because 
what did this HELL-cat 
Gypsy person do but try to 
HIT me with a maCHINE 
gun? Can you :MAGine it? 

Really I was embarrassed to 
TEARS! I mean I ACtu- 
ally was! 

Seconp GUNMAN: 
mean he ACtually did? 

First Gunman: HON- 
estly I DO. Can you BEAR 
it? And then I sort of 
threw a couple of BOMBS 
in his joint and killed four 
or five of his GANG be- 
cause really what can they 
exPECT if they associate 
with a simply VILE person 
like that? 

Seconp Gunman: I’m 
glad you did. 

First Gunman: Really 
it's SWEET of you to say 
that, my dear, because I 
mean I think that NOthing’s 
too bad for people like that, 
even HANGing—I mean I 
ACtually do! 


Parke Cummings. 


You 


Two Jumps Ahead 
“O® are you from Hollywood?” 

“Yes, I’m from Hollywood, 
No, I don’t know Charlie Chaplin, 
Yes, there are lots of movie people 
around most of the time. No, they 
aren't all queer-looking. Yes, I sup- 
pose they do have some pretty wild 
parties. No, I was never invited to 
any. Yes, it is pretty hard to break 
into the movies. No, I’m quite sure 
they wouldn’t be interested in your 
scenario. Yes, your friends prob- 
ably have noticed the resemblance 
between you and Clara Bow. No, | 
don’t think you look any more like 
her than I do like Adolphe Menjou, 
And now, if I haven't overlooked any 
questions you wanted to ask, how 
would you like to go to a movie with 
me next Tuesday afternoon?” 


An April Fool 
GIVE the funsters much delight; 
I fall for all their simple tricks: 
I snatch at purses yanked from 
sight ; 
I kick at hats concealing bricks. 


I know I’m very dull and dumb, 
But though I bite at silly chat, 
Don’t try to tell me spring has 

come— 
I’m not as big a fool as that! 





RoMAN Matron: Oh, Claudius, the new maid 

dropped one of the Penates to-day and smashed 
it to bits. 

RomMAN Senator: Oh, my God! 
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It Is Hopep THat THE Goitr Course Witt Not Entirety TAKE THE PLAce oF CHuRCH Tuis Easter. 


\JATURE’S little choristers sing- 
** ing through the silver rain and 
at least six inches of granulated peat 
moss stressing a poignant simplicity 
of design outlined with a lavish use 
of bone meal and our own dollar 
assortment of Delphiniums in a 
splendid color range of French nude, 
honeydew, tangerine and moonlight 
with vibrant violet shadows among 
the foothills while vernal zephyrs 
urge the laggard lover to send for 
extension circular number eight de- 
scribing special varieties of gladioli 
reduced for planting in dense clay 
with a substratum of stones or 
barred Plymouth Rocks and featur- 
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First Arom: It’s certainly terrible the 
way modern science is destroying the old 
ideas. 

Atom: Yes, indeed; 
broken up over it. 


SEconD I'm all 


It’s Just Around the Corner! 


ing the Lanvin sleeve in Georgette 
or sheer lawn well irrigated and 
clipped before it gets the modish 
soft, uneven line, the all-important 
humus being obtained by the new 
method which supplies bacteria with 
small doses of cod liver oil or some 
other good tonic daily flushing the 
hills with early splendor and disguis- 
ing the long, low-hung lines of the 
1928 model with hedges of bar- 
berry or hardy evergreen, carefully 
sprayed for mildew, black spot, rust, 
henna and the ever-popular polka- 
dot which will bind the violets in 
chaplets round thy bean and pea 
culture with a Slavic motif in 
dried milk for calf and poultry feed- 
ing old fancies waked by Spring's 
young moon, thus insuring a suc- 
cession of blooms throughout the 
incubator fitted with chic new lin- 
gerie in an iridescent shade of peach 
borer can be successfully fought with 
a solution of tetrabanzaichlorophyll 
applied directly to the soft young 
bark of the tomato and other shades 
of red sponsored by Paris, where 
men are wanted to sell dependable 
fruit trees and speed up production, 
so write for detailed information 
about our Northern tours and send 
your child to a cdmp wheré he can 


win a premium of six grand Dabhlias, 
for now that winter has waned, 
Madam Housewife, are you going to 
be a slave to the old-fashioned 
cleaning? 

Corinne Rockwell Swain. 

















Ostrich: Sit still! If you spoil my 
Eastér parade I'll kick the daylights out 
of you. 





~ 


Sue: Gosh! And all I can think of is sacred language. 


A Husband Talks in His Sleep 


What his wife expects to hear: 

‘ts EE, but you're a pretty girl! 

Where have you been all my 
life? How about a show and a bite 
afterward? No, I’m not married. 
Honest! Do I look henpecked? I 
might have married if I had ever met 
a girl like you but all the women I 
ever knew were frumps compared to 
you. How about a little kiss? Um! 
....You know, George, it’s the easi- 
est thing in the world to put any- 
thing over on that ball-and-chain of 
mine. I hope she never learns how 
much I’m really earning. That 
would crab my fun. Isn’t a man a 
fool for getting married? My wife 
ought to reduce, but I don’t dare 
tell her that....Yep, I’m the big 


Tue Hen: I just love this showing off 
on Easter. 
Tue Rooster: So do I, when I’ve got you 
to crow about. 


loser, all right, Jim, but what's 
$600? Don’t tell your wife about it, 
though. It might get to mine and 
then there’d be the deuce to pay.... 
If my wife calls up, Miss Jones, tell 
her I’ve gone out on a business deal. 
If it’s important you can reach me at 
my speakeasy. I'll probably be there 
most of the afternoon.” 


What he really says: 


“Wish I had a big car like Harry's. 
Mine looks like a piece of junk.... 
Yes, sir, I'll admit that was a serious 
mistake, but I'll see that it doesn't 
happen again....Quit shoving, you 
big boob, and stand on your own 
feet for a while....Wonder if the 
Yanks will cop the series again... . 
Take a letter, Miss Jones, to the 
Peerless....Ham sandwich and a 
cup of coffee.” Robert Hage. 


Questionnaire 


] WHO and his money are soon 
* parted? 
2. Who rush in where angels fear to 
tread? 
3. One what is born every minute? 
4. Who addressed his prayer to a 
rag, a bone, etc.? 
5. No what like an old what? 
. You can’t what all the people all 
the time? 
. To whom is April 1 dedicated? 
. No whattin’? , 


Intellectual Movies 
NEES in the lobby chairs, silkey 
and insistent, 
Village lasses dreamy-eyed, anything 
but distant; 
Dim lights, trim lights, esthetes jy 
their ‘teens, 
Cognoscenti clutching their verdant 
magazines, 
from the 
exotic tunes, 
Amber-haired usherettes in 
pantaloons. 
Paintings futuristic, frightfully ar- 
tistic, 
Atmosphere determinedly and sternly 
cabalistic. , 
Here and there a freak in habili- 
ments bizarre— 
Touch of the Slavic, with, of course, 
a samovar. 
..-A friendly bit of counsel from 
one who ought to know: 
Hang about the lobby for the cream 
of the show! 


Strains orchestra—wild, 


velvet 


D’Annunzio Cohen. 


F Love has an alphabet—and why 
not?—it probably 
avowals and consents. 


consists of 





AN Easter Rassit 








Life 


Mr. Willis of Ohio 


(Nore: This is the first of a series 
of communiqués from the political 
battlefront in Washington, which 
will appear regularly in Lire from 
now on.) 


ECAUSE some Presidents of the 

United States have come from 
Ohio, it is assumed that any poli- 
tician from Ohio may become Presi- 
dent. The routine party hack from 
Ohio is supposed to enjoy an enor- 
mous advantage over any other can- 
didate for President, no matter how 
brilliant and well qualified the other 
candidate may be, simply because 
Ohio is geographically “right.” 
This theory is now finding its redue- 
tion to the absurd in the Hon. Frank 
B. Willis of Ohio, who is campaign- 
ing against Herbert Hoover for Re- 
publican delegates in that State. 

* * * 


\f k. WILLIS is the perfect flower 
4"* of Ohioan civilization. He is one 
hundred per cent Ohio. He was born 
in Ohio. He was educated in Ohio. 
He taught school in Ohio. He was a 
member of the Legislature of Ohio. 
He served two terms in Congress 
from Ohio. He became Governor 


of Ohio, and finally United States 


Senator from Ohio. Now he wants 
to become President of the United 
States from Ohio. He wears Ohio 
clothes, speaks with an Ohio accent, 
and is the humble servant of that 
most typical Ohio institution—the 
Anti-Saloon League of America. 





Sitmmnc Up with a Cuic Frienp 


[‘ the scramble for Ohio delegates 

to the Republican National Con- 
vention, Mr. Willis is conducting a 
campaign against Herbert Hoover 
based on the fearful charge that Mr. 
Hoover has lived “twenty-three of 
the thirty-three years of his adult 
life” abroad. No man who has lived 
abroad, in Mr. Willis’ opinion, is fit 
to govern the destinies of this most 
potent Republic. No man who has 
lived outside of Ohio is possessed of 
that adamant Americanism essential 
to preserving the Constitution against 
all enemies, foreign and domestic. 

The worst of this kind of farrago 
is that large numbers of people in 
the rural districts of Ohio will prob- 
ably fall for it. Senator Willis is a 
shrewd politician and knows his pub- 
lic. The Willis crowd charge in all 
solemnity that Mr. Hoover’s address 
from 1914 to 1918 was Red House, 
Horton Street, London, whereas Mr. 
Willis’ address was Main Street, 
Delaware, Ohio. Therefore, Mr. 
Willis should become President. 

* & # 
ENOPHOBIA is an effective 
weapon in politics. Mussolini 
thrives on it; French politicians have 
used it for years. William Hale 
Thompson of Chicago has made 
Anglophobia profitable and popular 
in the Middle West, and Senator 
Willis has taken Thompson's tech- 
nique to heart. No man who has 
ever been outside of the United 
States should be elected President; 
no person who has ever copied a 
Duke in pushing peas on the back 
of his fork should be given the con- 
fidence of his fellow-citizens; no 
American who has exposed himself 
to the culture of another country 
should be elected to public office. In 
other words, no perspective on the 
United States is desired in the White 
House. 
* * * 

F Mr. Hoover has suffered from 

living in England, it is in the 
accretion of an almost impenetrable 
reserve, not an attractive quality in 
a candidate for popular acclaim. But 
if reserve be un-American, Senator 
Willis, with his stentorian bellowing, 
his ham-handed back-thumping, and 
his platitudinous Ohio-bound patriot- 
ism, is left to make the most of it. 

I have no doubt he will. 

Henry Suydam. 



































Ex-PLumBer ParacHute Jumper: Darn 
it, I'll have to go back to the plane! I 
forgot to bring my parachute! 
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“While there is Life there’s Hope” 


T is spring now. 
Even in these parts 
things begin to come 
up. Some things have 
not waited for spring 
but have come up when 
they got ready. Wash- 
ington is a little south of us. Inter- 
esting new oil scandals have come up 
there, the season being earlier. They 
involve the movement of certain mon- 
eys originally proceeding from Mr. 
Sinclair, the oil producer, to the busi- 
ness managers of the Republican 
party. It is an interesting story, as 
all newspaper readers know, and sad. 
Mr. Will Hays seems to feel a good 
deal disfigured about ** and it is 
true that the transacti attributed 
to him in relation to it were very 
curious. Senator Borah is shocked 
and wants the oil money to be care- 
fully and completely wiped out of 
the Republican machine and paid 
back to Mr. Sinclair, who has to em- 
ploy a good many lawyers now and 
may need reimbursement. 

Well, it is all depressing. Here 
are nominating conventions less than 
three months off and all this mess 
right in the middle of the party 
which feels itself to be the country’s 
sole hope for salvation and _ pros- 
perity. Nevertheless, right on top of 
these eruptions, Wall Street has been 
having a Bull Market. What taste! 
Who is the friend of Wall Street if 
not the G. O. P.? Seeing it distressed 
Wall Street has a Bull Market. 
Extraordinary ! 


NE interesting and sturdy plant 

has not waited till spring to 
come up. He has been coming up all 
winter. From time to time as occa- 
sion offered he has raised his head 
and lifted his voice. That plant is 
Dr. Murray Butler, college presi- 
dent and political teacher. None of 
the other politicians, not even Mr. 
Borah, has as much to say as Dr. 


Butler and has also the will and 
capacity to say it. He is concerned 
about the way we are being governed 
and with the direction in which our 
Government is tending. He is 
scandalized at the Eighteenth 
Amendment, not on account of rum 
but on account of the Constitution. 
He keeps rubbing it in that the spirit 
and purpose of the Constitution have 
been violated by that Amendment. 

That is true and it is useful to 
expound it. Dr. Butler would re- 
store to us constitutional government 
as it was intended to be. He would 
not even have us governed by the 
Senate, of which he says that “no 
public body in the world is so vain 
or so given to self-laudation.”” He 
describes it as having successfully in- 
vaded the powers of the Executive, 
the powers of the House and the 
powers of the Judiciary. He wants 
to rouse a public opinion to restrain 
not only the Senate but the Washing- 
ton bureaucracy which he finds in- 
creasingly meddlesome with private 
concerns. 


OW Dr. Butler is a faithful Re- 

publican who can be relied on to 
vote the Republican ticket on Election 
Day, but certainly he does not find 
it a part of his political duty to hold 
his tongue the rest of the year about 
topics that need discussion. The only 
other Republican that says much of 
anything is Mr. Borah. Mr. Vil- 
lard has been writing him up in the 
Nation and feels that he is not so 
useful as he ought to be with his 
very substantial abilities and gifts of 
discourse. Mr. Villard can’t quite 
make out what is the matter with 


him, but he does say that the trouble 
with him is himself, and intimates 





that he lacks some fervor of faith oy 
consciousness of obligation which 
might let loose his whole powers and 
make a great national figure of him, 








NE finds in a letter to the Times 

of the Rev. Edwin Knox 
Mitchell of the Hartford Theological 
Seminary these words: “The Chris- 
tian way to temperance is strait and 
narrow. If liquor maketh my 
brother to offend, I will drink no 
more liquor so long as I live.” But 
how about meat? St. Paul said, “It 
is good neither to eat flesh nor to 
drink wine nor anything whereby 
thy brother stumble.” If Bro. 
Mitchell’s Christian way to temper- 
ance excludes drink, it excludes meat 
just as much if it disagrees with 
some other brother. None of the 
authoritative voices of the New 
Testament forbade wine, but none of 
them derived his theology from 
Ohio, as Bro. Mitchell did. He does 
wrong to base Prohibition on the 
New Testament. So long as drinks 
were left where the New Testament 
left them the tide against them ran 
strong and the progress towards ten- 
perance was satisfactory. But when 
Prohibition was written into the or- 
ganic law where it did not belong, 
the tide turned and it has been run- 
ning against temperance ever since. 
That is the trouble. The Eight- 
eenth Amendment is contrary to the 
whole spirit and intention, not only 
of the Constitution of the United 
States, but of the New Testament. 


LOODS are over-supplied. A 

mountain in Santos, Brazil, slip- 
ping down into the city, is crowded 
out of the headlines by the Los An- 
geles dam-break with its direful list 
of fatalities and losses! 

What ails this continent, this hemi- 
sphere, this planet? Has Omnipo- 
tence concluded that our current 
civilization is a wash-out and might 
as well realize it? 


AYOR WALKER does the jack- 

anapes end of the Mayor's job 

very acceptably and the other end 

better at least than Hylan did. With 

hobbles and a curfew he might yet 

win a substantial reputation as 4 
publie servant. 

E. S. Martin. 
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Owing to the time it takes to print Lire, readers should verify from the daily 
newspapers the continuance of the attractions at the theatres mentioned, 


More or Less Serious 


Civic Repertory. Fourteenth St.—This is the 
Eva Le Gallienne company you hear so much 
about. ‘‘Hedda Gabler” to be revived this week. 
See daily papers for full repertory. 

Coquette. Maxine Elliott's—Helen Hayes 
making a sad little tragedy beautiful. 

Diversion. Forty- Ninth St.—Youthful infat- 
uation made quite harrowing but dramatic by 
Richard Bird and Cathleen Nesbitt. 


The Doctor’s Dilemma. Guild—Shaw’s rather 
lengthy but highly bearable comedy, flawlessly 
done. 

Dracula. Fulton—A horror-play bui!t around 
the novel that stunted the growth of the present 
generation. 

A Free Soul. Alaw—One of the minor the- 
atrical events of the season and yet not without 
its good points as a show. 

The Furies. Shuberi—With Laurette Taylor. 
To be reviewed later. 

Interference. Lyceum—A. E. Matthews and 
others making something out of old-fashioned 
melodrama and London love and poison. 

Killers. Forty- Ninth St.—To be reviewed 
later. 

King Henry V. Hampden's—Walter Hamp- 
den reviving this one of Shakespeare's. 

The Ladder. Belmonit—The longer this runs 
the more money its backer loses—which about 
sums the matter up. 

_ Marriage on Approval. Wallack's—Unimpres- 
sive treatment of an impressive subject. 

The Merry Wives of Windsor. K nickerbocker— 
Another swell revival. With Mrs. Fiske, Otis 
Skinner and Henrietta Crosman. 





The Mystery Man. Buyes—Not much one 
way or the other. 

Napoleon. Empire—With Lionel Atwill. To 
be reviewed later. 

Porgy. Republic—Last week of one of the 
outstanding productions of the season. A play 
of Negro life, acted by Negroes, and produced by 
the Theatre Guild. 

The Silent House. Morosco—Something to 
scare you with. Real six-cylinder melodrama. 

Spring 3100. Little—General kidding of every- 
thing, which doesn't quite come off. 

Strange Interlude. John Golden Eugene 
O'Neill's partly successful and always interesting 
attempt to crowd the life of a woman into a five- 
hour drama. Lynn Fontanne splendid in the 
leading réle 

The Trial of Mary Dugan. National—Here 
you are part of the courtroom crowd, while a 
big murder trial acts itself out. 

Twelve Thousand. Garrick—Dealing with 
Hessian hirelings at the time of the American 
Revolution. Basil Sydney and Mary Ellis. 

The Wrecker. Cort—To be reviewed later. 


Comedy and Things Like That 


The Bachelor Father. Belasco—With June 
Walker. Brick comedy of an assorted family. 

Burlesque. Plymouth—The love-life of hoofers, 
told with considerable poignancy at times. 

The Command to Love. Longacre—Diplomatic 
dalliance. featuring Basil Rathbone and Mary 
Nash as the male and female units. 

Excess Baggage. Riis—-Marital troubles in 
the two-a-day with a big smash for the finale. 


herb 


roth. 


Tue KNIGHT: What, you say that there is a villain in yonder village 
who can conquer me? 
Tue Cuur.: Yea, sire, for he is an expert safe cracker. 


The Ivory Door. Charles Hopkins—A fairy 
story by A. A. Milne which seems to be out- 
lasting some of the more virile dramas. 


Our Betters. Henry Miller's—Mr. Maugham’ 
smartly bitter comedy, with Ina Claire to make 
it even smarter. 

Paris Bound. Music Box—Excellent light 
comedy for grown-ups. Madge Kennedy as t! 
wife who has the old problem to face. 

The Queen’s Husband. Playhouse—Roland 
Young in a part made to order, in which 
portrays a new type of king in an old type of 
trouble. 

The Royal Family. Selwyn—A witty and w« 
acted outline of life in a mad family of patrician 
stage-folk. 

The Shannons of Broadway. Martin Beck— 
Good, solid entertainment with no frills. Cer- 
tainly worth an evening 

Whispering Friends. Hudson—Mr. Cohan 
thinks this is one of his best plays. Maybe 
we're wrong. 


Eye and Ear Entertainment 


A Connecticut Yankee. Vanderbilt — Th 
Knights of the Round Table try a little sync 
pation. Some of the best music in town, wit}! 
William Gaxton and Constance Carpenter. 

The Five O’Clock Girl. Forty-Fourth Si 
Mary Eaton and Oscar Shaw in a good show t 
go to after a dinner-party. 

Funny Face. Alvin—Don't wait to be invite 
Treat yourself to the Astaires’ perfect dancing: 
Victor Moore’s priceless comedy. 

Golden Dawn. Hammerstein's — High-gra 
operetta set in darkest Africa. 

Good News. Forty-Sixth St.— The origi: 
speed show. The liveliest music and dancing 
town. 

Greenwich Village Follies. Winter Garden—'! 
be reviewed later. 

Keep Shufflin’. Daly's—Colored comics set t 
jazz. With Miller and Lyles. 

Lovely Lady. Sam H. Harris—Wilda Bennet 
in a moderately entertaining show. 

Manhattan Mary. A pollo—Don't tell us y 
haven't seen Ed Wynn! 

My Maryland. Jolson’s—A singing Civil War 

Rain or Shine. Cohan—Joe Cook in top forn 

Rio Rita. Majestic—Across the Rio Grande 
with a splendid score and good dancing. Ada 
May and Bert Wheeler supply most of the fun 

Rosalie. New Amsterdam—Eleven scenes of 
gorgeousness, with music, and ourown Marilyr 
Miller and Jack Donahue. 

Show Boat. Ziegfeld—Some fine harmony and 
a sumptuous production. Charles Winninger 
Jules Bledsoe, Helen Morgan, and Puck and 

Vhite. 

Sunny Days. Imperial—Regulation musica 
comedy, with Frank McIntyre and Billy B. Var 
for laughs. 

Take the Air. Waldorf—Will Mahoney 
clowning and dancing make this one worth whil 

The Three Musketeers. Lyric—Dumas glor 
fied by Mr. Ziegfeld. To be reviewed later. 

Yours Truly. Century. Leon Errol back again 
in an old favorite. 


Experimental 


The American Laboratory. 222 East S4th St 
—Better than most Little Theatre work, thanks 
to Boleslavsky’s genius. 

Greenwich Village Theatre. Mixed entertain 
ment. Well-balanced bill of drama, motion pictur« 
and dancing. 

Hoboken Blues. Playwrights'—The newer 
drama in its chaotic state. 
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Junior Drama 


Latitude 41.54N. 
Longitude 58.27 W. 

HE dramatic season on the French Line opened this 

afternoon at three sharp with a performance in the 
Guignol, or, as you Americans say, the “Punch and 
Judy.” It was held in the Children’s Room and was 
a gala affair, except for one little girl who was badly 
frightened and had to be led out. She was much too 
young to have been brought, anyway, and it is to be 
hoped that the Guignol season will not receive a black 
eye around the ship because of this one small critic who 
left early. 

The French give themselves much more latitude in 
their Punch and Judy (as they do in so many other 
of life’s pleasures) and do not feel obliged to stick to 
the old plot every time. In fact, Punch and Judy as 
characters did not appear on the opening bill at all. 
The only familiar touch was the hanging at the end, 
doubtless put in as a concession to public sentimentality. 


a ae: 


HE bill consisted of two pieces—one a curtain raiser 

called “La bonne Chance de M. Mouton,” and the 
other a realistic crime melodrama entitled “Le Voleur” 
(not the Bernstein piece recently revived by Alice 
Brady). Both plays were strictly original and dealt 
with two of the more sordid phases of life in Paris. One 
might almost object to them on the ground that, while 
such low characters undoubtedly do exist in real life, 
they are not what one goes to the theatre to see. How- 
ever, this department has never been one to cavil at the 
theme of a play and we do not intend to begin caviling 
now, at least not in mid-ocean. 





I 

T hardly calls for extended comment. It was received 
with marked indifference by the first afternoon audience, 
as it deserved to be. What seemed like hours of exposi- 
tory dialogue between M. Mouton and a character who 
appeared to be a Chinaman of some sort thoroughly 
bored the spectators and there was a great deal of fidget- 
ing among the younger members of the audience (those 
between three and four) and practically a running fire 
of high treble conversation with nurses and parents. It 
was not until M. Mouton (played with little or no dis- 
tinction by the largest puppet of the troupe) began beat- 
ing his wife that the audience showed signs of follow- 
ing the plot at all. 


Mya ta) 


This sudden sadistic streak in M. Mouton came as 
quite a surprise, as he had seemed entirely devoted to 
dialectics up to this point, besides being a man well 
along in his seventies. But evidently Mme. Mouton was 
of a type which irritated him, for he beat her into 
insensibility and threw her out behind the house for no 
particular reason. We are sorry to report that this 
brutality pleased the audience enormously, and that 
there were loud demands for more. 
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N “Le Voleur” (in free translation, “The Thief”) we 

find more of that gaiety which one associates with the 
French, although here, too, we should say that the 
French puppets hit each other much harder than is 
necessary and display a viciousness in belaboring a 
victim after he is obviously unconscious which detracts 
a little from the light-heartedness of the comedy. 

The plot of “Le Voleur” is soon told—if at all. A 
lady keeps placing articles of furniture out on the side- 
walk in front of her house (either the reason for this 
is not brought out in the dialogue or our French is not 
what it was), only to have each article in succession 
stolen by a mean-looking man as soon as she goes back 
into the house for more. A piano, a table, a dish-cabinet, 
and finally a bed are thus taken right under her very 
eyes, and a gendarme who is called in each time proves 
to be worse than useless, owing to drink. The whole 
thing up to this point is very improbable, but it drew 
down screams of laughter from the audience and so jus- 
tifies itself on the ground of being what the public wants. 

The thief is finally apprehended through trickery (we 
were asked not to divulge the plot), and is beaten in good 
old French fashion until his head hangs limp over the 
edge of the stage-apron, after which he is given a couple 
more socks for good measure. Then, to make doubly 
sure that he will menace society no longer, he is hanged 
from a gallows and the magistrate and gendarme dance 
away with him in a coffin singing “Auprés de ma 
Blonde.” 

We have gone into this plot at length because it seems 
to indicate a tendency on the part of the French to follow 
the Eugene O'Neill influence in cumulative tragedy. Not 
one piece of furniture is stolen, but four, each one larger 
than the last. Not one sock on the nose is given, but 
eight. The protagonist of the drama is not only killed 
by beating—he is hanged as well. It is Life closing in 
on him. It is Truth and Beauty. 

Incidentally, we should like to complain of just one 
thing in the Children’s Room equipment. The chairs 
are awfully low for a six-foot spectator, and tip over 
too easily when the ship rolls. 


Robert Benchley. 
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Wire: I do wish George wouldn’t wear 
knickers! I think they make a man look 
so juvenile. 


Instructions for Changing 
a Tire 
PERATION ONE: Remove hat 
and coat. Place robe on ground 
and crawl under car. Adjust jack 
and raise car. Crawl out from un- 


der. With handkerchief remove 
grease from neck and collar. Im- 
mediately wipe perspiration from 


forehead; now remove grease from 
forehead. 

Operation Two: Call to wife: “Is 
brake on?” She will release brake 
and car will roll off jack. Repeat 
operation one. 

Operation Three: Ask wife where 
in thunder she hid the lug wrench. 
Find wrench in side pocket. Un- 
screw lugs. Scar toe of shoe kicking 
tire free. Remove tire. Bark 
knuckles of right hand on underside 
of fender. 

Operation Four: Approach tire 
rack. Find it empty and remember 
that spare tire is home in the garage, 
flat! 

Operation Five: Replace tire. 
Ride to nearest town at speed of 
eight miles an hour. Locate drug 
store. Purchase new tire there. 

Operation Six: Continue joy ride. 


J. M. 


At Palm Beach 
. HAT kind of an Easter are 
they having up North?” : 
“The usual Northeaster, I sup- 
pose.” 


Life 
The First 
ERPENT: Good morning, Mrs. 


Eve. How becoming you are to 
yourself this morning! I wonder, 
now, if you could give me just a few 
minutes of your time? 

Eve: I’m too busy this morning. 
You've no idea how much there is to 
be done around this garden. And 
only one woman to do everything. 
Besides, I know you're going to try 
to sell me something, and Adam 
doesn’t like for me to charge things. 

Serpent: You've got me _ all 
wrong. I’m too kind—that’s the 
trouble with me. I consider it a 
pleasure to do anybody a favor. 
That’s me, from my fangs down to 
my last rattle. 

Eve: Well, if you knew all I have 
to do to-day. I had a headache yes- 
terday and didn’t feel like cooking, 
so I just broke open a few cocoanuts. 
The shells got scattered about ; Adam 
stepped on one last night. He’s not 
a mild-mannered man at best, and 
being dragged around by the hair 
doesn’t help to cure a headache. No, 
I certainly haven't time to talk to 
you this morning. 

Serpent: A beautiful woman like 
you ought not to be made a house- 
hold drudge. Why don’t you use 
more apples in your daily diet? 
They’re high in vitamines, endorsed 
by leading dentists and physicians, 
inexpensive, and easy to prepare. 

Eve: But we're not supposed to 
eat the apples. They do look at- 
tractive, though....I wonder how 

.in a salad, now... 

SerPent: Delicious! Excellent 
brain food, too. Wonderful, the effect 
they have on the mind. Really an 
investment in knowledge. If you 


n 


Salesman 


ever take one bite, they'll become 
the choice of the entire nation. 
Eve: Perhaps just one... 
SerPent: You try those apples 
and if Adam ever chirps about the 
pies his mother used to make— 
Eve (biting into the apple): Pies 
...a row of them would be good to 
have on hand when anything upsets 





Harassep ParENT: That’s an Easter rab- 
bit, understand? Now one wise remark 
out of you about Lon Chaney and I'll—— 


Adam. Pies seem to have a soothing 
influence on him. (She continues eat- 
ing as Adam appears in the distance.) 
SerPent (gliding away): Sold! 
Now to corner apples, establish a 
line of chain stores and put out a 
course on How I Learned to Dom- 
inate Others Almost Overnight. 


Hammond King. 


UESTS will happen in, in the 
best-regulated families. 





Pa Trout: Don’t count too much on my meeting you this afternoon, my dear. I'm 
going to have lunch downstream and I may not be able to get away in time. 
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“Don’t Let Me Bother”’ 
BE fire-wagons clanging or or- 
chestras banging, 
Or murders and holdups exciting 
And riots about me, and demons to 
knout me, 
I still can go on with my writing. 


Let neighbors be cussing and room- 
ers be fussing, 
The world all about me be fight 
ing, 
My wife shooting craps and _ the 
house in collapse, and 
I still can go on with my writing. 


But blast me that ass of the non- 
chalant class of 
Curst nitwits who’s always invit- 
ing 
Himself in to loaf—oh! garrote me 
that oaf !—so 
I still can go on with my writing. 


Asia Kagowan. 


ARA: Do you have 
machine in your office 
Ciara: Yes, damn him! 


dictating 
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“M* dear, I’m all-of-a-DOOdah! 

I mean I’m ACtually so 
THRILLED I could BUTter 
BEETS, no less, because I’ve been 
eating LIVer MADly for WEEKS, 
my dear, because this AWfully sweet 
DOCtor adVISED LIVer because I 
mean he said I was ALL run DOWN 
and on the VERGE of colLAPSE, 
no less, so I mean he sort of 
LOOKED at me inTENTIy and said 
PERfectly SEriously, my dear, 
‘You'll have to eat LIVer at this 





“I saw your husband to-day, dear. He wished 
to be remembered to you.” 





point’—can you BEAR it, my dear! 
But I mean I ACtually feel LOADS 
better alREADy, only the other 
MORNing after that RAUcous 
PARty at the GREGsons’, my dear, 
I ACtually LOOKED like NOTH- 
ing HUman and was HONestly 
FEELing like the WRATH of GOD 
and this TERribly funny GIRL who 
was VISiting me said what you 
NEED at this point is a BROmo- 
SELTzer and do you KNOW, my 
dear, I'd NEVer had one in my 
LIFE? Well, ANYways, we sort of 
DASHED frantically for the near- 
est DRUG store and ORdered a 
couple of BROmo-SELTzers and, 
my dear, it was POSitively per- 
VERTed because I mean inSTEAD 
of sort of POURing this stuff from 
ONE glass into the OTHer and 
BACK again, sort of, the way you're 
S’POSED to, my dear, I sort of 
DRANK EACH glass of this odd 
conCOCtion SEParately so that the 
FIZzing process took PLACE in my 
TUMmy instead of outSIDE—can 
vou BEAR it, my dear? I give you 
my WORD I thought I'd exPLODE 
with a LOUD rePORT because | 
mean I ACtually felt like the IN- 
sides of VeSUvius or something—you 
know the type! And, my dear, this 
GIRL nearly had hysTERics be- 
cause my exPRESsion at this point 
would have SLAIN a GOAT, no 
less, only I think it was SIMply 
FOUL of her not to exPLAIN about 
how you were s’posed to TAKE a 
BROmo-SELTzer, my dear—I mean 
I ACtually DO!” 
Lloyd Mayer. 


Escape 
“47OU have been a good boy. 
Papa’s going to buy you a nice 
violin.” 
“Goodie! Now 


get my hair cut!” 


I won’t have to 






































The Concert Pianist Types a Personal Letter 


















































Tue De Swanks Await Tuer Car—— 





Tue Car Arrives. 


Good Reading from the Spring Announcements 
A Little Garland of Publishers’ Descriptions, for Those Who Like Nice Books 


LD MAVERICK’S WILD 
ROSE GAL—A tender, stirring 
novel of the grand old cow country. 
...Cowboys, mounted on wiry 
ponchos, swung their long rodeos--- 
..Santos Banjos swore wickedly 
under his Mexican breath---. ..Out 
of the sunset rode----- a girl. “Leave 
thet thar hombre go, yuh big stiff!” 
she sang in her clear young voice... 
“Thet thar’s th’ Wild Rose Gal,” 
muttered One-Eyed Matt, his rough 
features working. “She plumb re- 
minds me o’ muh Mother!”.. .Cat- 
tle disappeared right and left, the 
Jim Dandy Gold Mine had closed its 
doors, there had been no rain for 
seventy - eight weeks----s 0 m e - 
thing was wrong! What was it? 
What happened next in this country 
of hot love and cold hate? Read this 
strong, vibrant story and see. You'll 
just love it! 





* * * 


Only a Bird in a Gilded Cage— 
Another of Lula Osprey’s remark- 
able studies of a girl’s heart.... 
She married the wrong man---or did 
she?...Was she married to him or 
was it all a careless mistake? She 
beat her forehead with a jeweled 
hand---she simply could not remem- 
ber----was it Count von Hoof who 
had kissed her----or was it the ice- 
man? Let Miss Osprey lead you 
into the mysterious, dreamy recesses 
of a pure girlish soul, just bursting 
into womanhood, stirred by she 


knows not what sweet impulses, be- 
wildered by the predatory glances of 
her stepmother’s fourth husband... . 
You will not lay down the book un- 
til along about the middle of the first 
chapter. 
* _ * 

The Land of the Midnight Bun— 
A virile, griping tale of wild carou- 
sals, rum-soaked degenerates and dis- 
gusting deeds in the cruel Northwest. 
Aurora Borealis, the beautiful half- 
breed belle of Bear’s Claw Trading 
Post, is saved from worse than death 
at the hands of Fungus Macgregor, 
the brutal factor, only to find that 
she and Sturtevant Cabot, her res- 
cuer, have been locked in the Post’s 
unheated garage for the purpose of 





Tovsry 

















“MAH-mah! 
the Easter eggs. 


This rabbit won't get off 
It’s a-settin’!” 


compromising and freezing them to 
death....How they overcome this 
difficulty by finding a cigarette light- 
er, dropped by a wandering Indian, 
how they fight their way through the 
awful winter with nothing but their 
bare hands and some medium-weight 
underwear, make a combination of 
thrilling romance and stark realism. 
...At the end they find happiness 
at last: a fine, clean adventure story 
to throw at a cat. 

the Mislaid 
tapestry of 
crime!...A sheaf of shuddering 
shadows!...Who killed Black 
George Cascara?...Whose was the 
voice in the church choir?...How 
many grapefruit at ten dollars a 
crate equal the interest on $49.50? 
...What are the chief industries of 
Kansas City?...Who cares?... 
These and other problems are solved 
in a dashing manner by Absalom 
Alp, the great deaf-and-dumb de- 
tective....Through it all runs the 
scarlet thread of terror, terror that 
stops the heart, terror that raises the 
hair! A terrible story that will make 
you want to sit up all night playing 
poker. 


The 


Corpse 


Mystery of 
A tangled 





Heman Fay, Jr. 


Collapse 
- HAT did your wife do when 
you called her a clotheshorse ?” 


“Poor woman—she broke down.” 


| the old days, before the writer 

of these reviews had been digni- 
fied with the title of “Dean,” it was 
customary for film critics to pound 
heavily on the minor mistakes of the 
movies — such as wrist watches in 
Biblical dramas, eucalyptus trees in 
the front yards of Fifth Avenue man- 
sions, and cuspidors in royal palaces. 
The continued kidding of the critics 
so irritated the celluloid merchants 
that, out of sheer spite, they hired 
all sorts of learned specialists to aid 
in the production of films and to 
make sure that none of the so-called 
atmospheric details would be amiss 
to the most critical eye. 

D. W. Griffith even went so far as 
to quote authorities in the sub-titles 
of his historical dramas. At a par- 
ticularly exciting moment in the 
story he would pause to assure the 
that “the umbrella-stand 
used in this scene is an exact repro- 
duction of the umbrella-stand in the 
foyer of the Petit Trianon at Ver- 
sailles (France),” with the added im- 
plication that ‘ 
isn’t is a nit-wit.” 

Nowadays, the screen is supposed 
to be bare of those blots which once 
provided us smart-alecks with so 
much laughing matter. 


audience 


‘any one who says it 





Recent 


The Crowd. King Vidor's heroic at 
tempt to picture the everyday struggles 
of an average man and his average wife 
It is interesting but inconsistent. 

Simba. More exposures in the Afri 
can big game country by the venturesome 
Mr. and Mrs. Martin Johnson. 

The Dove. Norma Talmadge and 
Noah Beery are virtuous and villainous 
(respectively) for several reels. 

Gentlemen Prefer Blondes. Cute 
girls and good gags—but it isn’t any- 
where near up to the book. 

Sunrise. The first result of F. W. 
Murnau’s visit to Hollywood—and an ex- 
traordinary achievement it is, too. Its 
dramatic strength is increased materially 
by the fine work of Janet Gaynor and 
George O'Brien. 


Details 
EVERTHELESS, in a recent 
picture called ““The Showdown” 

a lady and gentleman arrive in a 
frail canoe at a rough camp in some 
remote tropical wilderness. One 
gathers that this spot is hundreds of 
miles from the nearest railroad, and 
probably considerably farther from 
any pants-pressing or dry-cleaning 
establishments. 

The lady and gentleman, however, 
are apparently oblivious of all this. 
As they step from the canoe, they 
appear as immaculate as though that 
primitive craft were one of the ele- 
vators in the Ritz-Carlton. Further- 
more, they continue the fancy-dress 
party throughout their stay in the 
camp, their changes of costume be- 
ing produced from a massive ward- 
robe trunk which, presumably, was 
tucked away in the depths of the 
canoe’s hold. 

The wonder to me is that they 
didn't bring along their town car. 


[S another current picture, en- 
titled “The Smart Set,” there is a 
big scene at the International Polo 
Matches. In the crowd at this classy 
event is an aristocratic old gentle- 





“Hey, you guys quit that loud talking, or 
I'll send for the police.” 


man, the patriarch of one of the first 
families of Long Island Society. 

His son is the star member of the 
American team, and during the 
course of the match the aristocratic 
old gentleman remarks, proudly, 
“He rides like he was part of the 
horse.” 

Perhaps it is unfair to complain 
about that. What the sub-title writ- 
ers say and do is nobody's business, 
and especially not the critics’. 


EFORE we leave the subject of 

detail, I beg to add that most of 
the atmospheric detail (and there is 
little else) in “The Crowd’ is 
superfluous. It is all authentic and 
true, but it serves only to distract the 
spectator’s attention at times when 
that attention should be concentrated 
on the main point of interest. 

The most effective use of a bit of 
detail that I have ever seen was in 
the pathetic love scene between 
McTeague and Trina in Von Stro- 
heim’s “Greed.”” This hopeless pair 
had sought refuge from the rain in 
a little shelter by the suburban trol- 
ley tracks. As they embraced, awk- 
wardly and sheepishly, the audience 
observed that behind them, on the 
wall, was a poster advertising Pluto 
Water. R. E. Sherwood. 





Developments 


Beau Sabreur. 
ventures of a Foreign Legion officer and 
a lady novelist in the great hot desert. 


Faintly thrilling ad- 


The Devil Dancer. Personally, I'd 
rather see Gilda Gray in the flesh. 

The Silver Slave. Irene Rich as 
just the bravest and most long-suffering 
wife and mother that ever was. 

he Gaucho. Douglas Fairbanks 
tries to drive home a heavy religious les- 
son when he ought to be driving home 
a rapier. 

Uncle Tom’s Cabin. Uncle Carl 
Laemmle’s latest two-dollar thriller. 

Love. Will some one please ask John 
Gilbert and Greta Garbo to come down 
out of that hayloft? 

The Last Command, The Circus, 
and Wings are all worth watching. 
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‘Are you smoking cigars that 


were favorites iin the beefsteak 
breakfast age? 


Now and then you still see one—a vast '| soothing—to just the right degree. A 
and prideful paunch—relic of those days'! Haddon Hall is like your dinner tonight 
when beefsteak breakfasts, Henry VIII, compared to the truckload of food con- 
lunches, and seventeen-course dinners; sumed by the human commissary above 
were the mode. | back in the overstuffed go’s. 

But men who eat in the custom of Most every leading tobacconist ’round 
1927, who play golf and ride horses ‘P| and about New York has Haddon Hall 

' 


| 


keep reasonably lean and fit, are just as} cigars in all shapes and sizes from the 


up-to-date in choosing their cigars. ‘| Short Café Noir to the Corona de Luxe. 

Haddon Hall is their kind of cigars} 10c to 3§c according to size. D. Emil 
Flavorful as black coffee after dinner, yet) Klein, 438 East gist St., New York. 
mild as a morning in Spring. Satisfying,| Phone Lenox 5148. 


Haddon Hall 
0 40 (fears \_9 
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Prospective Tenant of Castle: wat’s THE IDEA OF THE 


HUGE CATAPULT? 


House Agent: THAT'S TO DEMONSTRATE THAT TITE CASTLE 
IS ONLY A STONE'S THROW FROM THE STATION. 
—Humorist (London). 


“Aut Scissors aut Nullus” 


Overexposed 
THERE was a young girl 
who one point always 
stressed: 
She obeyed style’s de- 
cree to the dot; 
She thought when 
walked down 
street she 
dressed 
But the spectators saw 
she was not. 
—New York Sun. 


she 
the 


was 


Don’t Go Too Far 
Apvy. in Hattiesburg 
News: “One nicely fur- 
nished room, excellent lo- 
cation, 8 minutes’ walk to 
congenial gentleman.” 
—Country Gentleman. 


WE feel indebted to George W. Rus- 
sell, or 2, for his characterization of 
the author of “Babbitt” as a satirist who 
seems to know only the life which he 
satirizes.—Buffalo Courier-Express. 








Ay 
X = 
WAS ater 
BIRD’S-EYE VIEW OF CHICAGO 
(x marks spot where body was found.) 
—Kansas Sour Owl. 














Congratulatory 


In a letter to the New York 
World, Arthur William Row re- 
calls a bon mot tossed off by the 
late Emily Stevens. It seems 
that a friend of Miss Stevens was 
buying, with prodigal hand, fur- 
nishings for a new flat. One 
night at dinner she announced to 
her guests that at last all was 
bought for her bedroom. 

“In fact,” she assured them, 
“my bedroom problem is solved !” 

“Oh,” said Emily, “that is a 
great deal for any woman!” 

Playgoer (Detroit). 





“BEFORE 








Young "YES 

America 

WE over- 
heard an 
angel - faced little 
miss of eighteen 
saying this to a boy 
in a coonskin coat: 
“No, I never wait 
at home for some- 








“FATHER, WOULD YoU 
CARE IF I MARRIED A 


BUT I'M SORRY 1 DID— 





TOT a 
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you 
YOUR MOTHER AND FATHER?” 


AGAIN !” 


Le Journal (Paris). 


AND I SWEAR I'LL NEVER DO IT 





Life Is Like That 


Litrte Mary, who had 
ill, begged for a kitten. 

It was found that an opera- 
tion was necessary for the child’s 
cure, and that she must go to the 
hospital. Her mother promised 
that if she were very brave she 
should have the very finest kitten 
to be found. 

As Mary was recovering from 
the influence of the anzsthetic 
the nurse heard her muttering: 

“It’s a rotten way to get a 
kitten.” 


fallen 





—Tit-Bits (London). 


MURDERED YOUR GRANDPARENTS, YOU DID IN 


The Question of the Day 

Proressorn: What is this great 
new movement that is stirring the 
world; something that is working 
at the very foundation of our social sys- 
tem, that is revolutionizing our ideals of 
our beginning, that is, in short, to lighten 
the mind of man? 

Crass (in unison) ; Companionate mar- 
riage !!!—Carnegie Tech. Puppet 


MAN WITH A TITLE?” 
“NOT IF IT WERE THE 


thing to happen. I 
go out and make it 
happen.” 


The Theatre Talkers 


HEAVYWEIGHT TITLE, 
poris.”” 
—Everybody’s Weekly 
(London). 


— Louisville 
Courier-Journal, 


Crowded with Action 
Ir is estimated that a man would take 
several seconds to fall from the top of 
several skyscrapers in New York. But 
no doubt the time would seem to pass 
quickly enough. 
—Passing Show (London). 


“ale 
“SO YOU'RE GETTING MARRIED AGAIN ?” 
“YES, AND I HOPE I'LL BE HAPPIER 
THAN I WAS THE LAST TIME.” 
“BE CAREFUL—-SOMETIMES ONE HAS A 
RELAPSE WHICH IS WORSE THAN THE 
ORIGINAL AILMENT.” 
-L’Iilustration (Paris). 


> 











just before going into debt a 


Too Much Competition 

A Mu§ssovrt woman sent this testi- 
monial to a radio station in her vicinity: 
“Since your station started broadcasting 
our cat sleeps in the barn.” 

—Boston Transcript. 

Raise—The increase of pay you get 
little 
farther.—Columbia (S. C.) State. 


THEATREGOER (fo couple in nex! row 
who are conversing audibly): It’s impos- 
sible to hear a word in back of you. 

Tue Hvssanp: What business is it of 
yours what I say to my wife? 

—Meggendorfer Blitter (Munich). 


OvernearD at the Daytona speed 
trials: “This is Campbell, the great Brit- 


ish driver—wasn’t it?”—Detroit News. 


—Brown Jug. 
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In the Editor’s Mail The Art of the Artist 

A corRESPONDENT in South Africa Tue circus manager hurried up to the 
writes: “I am a young but ambitious proprietor. 
man, earnestly striving to build up a ' “Say, boss,” said he, “the performing 
reputation, but finding it slow work. I seal wants a little extra business brought 
notice that one of your advertisers claims : into her act.” 
the title of ‘Builders of Reputation.’ “What's that?” 
Will you please ask them whether they “It’s this. She says that when she 
can build me one at this distance, and starts to do her first trick she ought to 
what their rates will be?” make a failure of it twice, and then just 
We have consulted the said advertisers, : Tiling manage it the third time. That will get 
who assure us that they will be glad to <a dB her the sympathy of her public.” 
submit estimates if our correspondent ae a —London Daily Chronicle. 
will specify how many bedrooms he wants . 
in his reputation, and whether of stone, a . Pz In a Pinch, use ALLEN’S FOOT-EASE 
brick or frame. y Tigh 

—Stuff and Nonsense (Bryn Athyn). 





Short Lesson in Faith and Works 


é Lia \ f “Here is an evening prayer for the little 

ne s Bitters, sample by wilh a ones, and to me it is very sweet and solemn: 
+ Abbett & Co, Baltimore, 2d. ) Saviour, tender Shepherd hear me, 

| Bless thy little lamb tonight; 

* 2 In the darkness be Thou near me, 

Sounds Suspicious Keep me safe till morning light. 


Is England, with 44,000,000 people, it ; To remove rust from window glass, dip 
cloth in coal oil and rub hard. 


was recently estimated that there are Fare: UM AFRAID I SPENT RATHER —The Kansas City Star. 
44,000,000 rats. Who did the estimating MORE THAN I THOUGHT AT THE Ir is sort of sweet and solemn. 
—Big Bill Thompson? DANCE TO-NIGHT, AND I CAN'T QUITE —New Yorker. 

—Arkansas Gazette. RAISE THE AMOUNT ON THE CLOCK, 
BUT PERHAPS YOU'D CARE TO HAVE 
“Mr. T-—— will also sing ‘Oh that I hed THIS RATHER DINKY LITTLE SALT- “Next t’ battleships, there hain’t 
beer there.’ ""—Local Paper. CELLAR MY COSTUME WON FOR ME. nothin’ gits out o’ date as quick as a 
Tuat ought to go down well. London Opinion. bridegroom.” 

—Humorist (London). —Abe Martin, in Indianapolis News. 


* better 
Cc. 
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The Life of the Party 


Yes — 
The TRAVEL NUMBER 


will be out next week. . . . The cover is by John LaGatta. . . . There are beautiful inside color 
pages by F. G. Cooper, Anton Otto Fischer, and Gluyas Williams. . . . Among other contributors 
to this Big Special are Rube Goldberg, Russell Patterson, Milt Gross, Robert Benchley, and Walter 

Winchell. ... The Travel Number is the first official herald of Spring. . . . Don’t miss it! 





read Life regularly — EVERY week! 
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Serve Welch’s for breakfast well chilled. 


At the 
Waldorf-Astoria 


for 


Breakfast 


“In the Fifth Avenue dining room 
of the Waldorf in New York,” 
says a widely-traveled woman, “I 
first tasted Welch’s Grape Juice for 
breakfast. 

*“Now we have Welch’s for our 
breakfast fruit course often at home. 
It’s so delicious and so convenient 
—all squeezed and ready to serve.” 

Because Welch’s is pure fruit 
juice, it is healthful. It gives you 
the valuable laxative properties, 
mineral salts, vitamins that you ex- 
pect of a fresh fruit. 

It is so pure and rich in delicious 
Concord grape flavor that you can 
serve it straight, blended or diluted. 
Recipes are on every label. 

Free— Book of Fruit Drinks—recipes 
and occasions to serve them. Send a 
postcard to The Welch Grape Juice 
Co., L 81, Westfield, N. Y. In Canada 
—St. Catharines, Ont. 


WELCH’S| 


Once you've tasted Welch’s | 


no other grape-juise witt-do—-- 


Life 





Travel Contest 
Grand Prize Winners 


First Prize of $400.00—won by 
Martin SHEPHERD, 21-5406 Con- 
necticut Avenue, Chevy Chase, D. C. 
(22 points. ) 

Second Prize of $200.00—won by 
M. Caruiste Minor, Danville, Ky. 
(21 points.) 

Third Prize of $100.00—won by 
Evmer D. BusHNneLt, 1124 Church 
Street, Evanston, Ill. (15 points.) 

Two Special Prizes of $50.00 each 
—won by J. J. Donati, 205 Third 
Street, San Francisco, Cal., and 
Guienn D. Wuister, 11334 Mayfield 
Road, Cleveland, O. 


HE points earned by the Grand 

Prize winners have been computed 
by the Judges on the basis of general 
excellence throughout the Contest as 
a whole, in terms of prizes won and 
honorable mentions received. 

The interest shown has been enor- 
mous and the quality of the answers 
received was of such excellence that 
ten extra weekly prizes were 
awarded. These, together with the 
two special Grand Prizes shown 
above, represent a total of $350.00. 

To all those whose consistent par- 
ticipation has helped make the Con- 
test a success, Lire extends its sin- 
cere thanks. 


The Dramatic Critic to His 
Wife 

” HIS revival of 
of last 
Onions, is 


your success 
season, Beefsteak and 
well done, savory, and 
cleverly presented, while Parsley is 
on hand to give a desirable glamour. 
If you will tolerate the word, we 
will say that the offering is hot in 
parts. A good tonic for the hard- 
working man. 

“We have tried earnestly to re- 
ceive a thrill from Honolulu Salad. 
It is a dreadful conglomeration of 
ultra-modern scenic effects and 
jokes, and has absolutely no point. 

“Banana Split a la Mode _ is 
a fair concoction of a worn-out sort. 
The appearance of Maraschino 
Cherry gives the affair what little 
zest it has, and we are still trying to 
recover from the effect produced on 
us by that extravagant comedian of 
old-time fame, Whipped Cream. 

“We recommend Demi-Tasse to 
men and women of every calling. It 
is a short performance of a settling 
and comforting nature. After the 
wild swirl of new productions it is 
pleasantly wholesome, and it takes 
away the evil taste that they have 
left in the mouth.” 
sip A” Modest Reade. °, 
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Via Havana and © 
| Panama : 


| Cana 


Largest, 


fastest shipsin 


the setvice. 5,000 miles | 
of cool, glorious travel over | 


the famous Recreation Route. 
Play all the way. Sightseeing 
at ports of call. Fasci- 
nating life aboard 


rates during 


Spring andSum- | 


mer on magnificent 
new S. 8. California, and 
the splendid steamers 


Manchuria and Mongolia. 


Semi-monthly sailings—New 
York, Havana, Panama 
Canal, San Diego, 
(Coronado Beach), 

Los Angeles and 


back to home 

town. Steamer either 

way and choice of rail 
Toutes across continent. 


Apply Passenger Dept. No. 1 Broadway, 
New York, our offices elsewhere, or 
authorized steamship and railroad agents. 


A YEAR from now . . . many 
years... this Golden Wheel 
Lighter will look as well, work 
as well as when you first bought 
it. Precisely built by jewelry 
craftsmen ... with a_ lifetime 
guarantee. The smart shops 
display a dozen different mod- 
els for men and women, too. 


“Surest ly 


. “yl 
thing Yo" ™~] 


GOLDEN WHEEL 


The Lighter with the 
Lifetime Guarantee 
HENRY LEDERER & BRO., INC. 
Rhode Island 


_providence 
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Dot and Go One 


Jouxnis had only three legs 
(Motors will not play fair) ; 
Sealyhams have such wee legs, 
Really they need their share. 


Johnnie was quite lop-sided, 

But the person that Johnnie owned 
A glorious car provided 

Where Johnnie could sit enthroned. 


His man was a great physician, 
Wanted in every part, 

And proud was Johnnie’s position 
In the car—and his doctor's heart. 


But the ex-leg got more groggy 
Till Johnnie in kind arms found 
The comfiest way for a doggie 
To the happy hunting-ground. 


And, as he was never snappy, 
There isn’t a doubt that he 

In the dog-star is perfectly happy 
(Or wherever good doggies be). 


He scampers incredibly faster 

Then terrestrial paws allow. 
Lop-sided? Oh, no—it’s his master 

That’s feeling lop-sided now. 
—Punch. 


Maddening 
“Trey separated on account of in- 
comp.tibility, didn’t they?” 
“Yes; he never would get angry when 
she was.”"—Boston Transcript. 























To 
PARIS & ITALY 
Marseilles, Vienna, Trieste, 
Italy and Central Europe 


For a change—try this de luxe 
yuthern Service to Paris, via Mar- 
illes. World's fastest motor-ships 
o Paris, Vienna, Trieste, Rome, 
he Riviera and Central Europe. 
Che last word in luxurious accom- 
1odations and cuisine. Motor ferry 
rvice—drive on here, drive off at 
estination—no crating or packing; 
irprisingly economical rates. Send 
for brochure of interiors, descrip- 
ons, rates, and sailing dates. 


iny Steamship Agent, or Direct to 
PHELPS &% CO., General Agents 


Cosulich Line 
19 Battery Place, New York 
Sail on World’s Fastest 
Motor Ships 


SATURNIA VULCANIA 


24000 Gross Tons— 24000 Gross Tons— 
No Smoke or Cinders No Smoke or Cinders 


PRESIDENTE WILSON 


Famous for Her Superior Service to Italy 





Keeps Your Hair 


Neat, Ha : 




















‘Rich-looking and Orderly 


your hair lacks natural gloss and 
lustre, or is difficult to keep in place, 
it is very easy to give it that rich, glossy, 
refined and orderly appearance, so essen- 
tial to well-groomed men. 

Just ruba little Glostora through your 
hair once or twice a week,—or after 
shampooing, and your hair will then 
stay, each day, just as you comb it. 

Glostora softens the hair and makes 
it pliable. Then, even stubborn hair will 
stay in place of its own accord. 

It gives your hair that natural, rich 





well-groomed effect, instead of leaving 
it stiff and artificial looking as waxy 
pastes and creams do. Glostora also 
keeps the scalp soft, and the hair healthy 
by restoring the natural oils from which 
the hair derives its health, life, gloss and 
lustre. 

Try it! See how easy it is to keep your 
hair combed any style you like, whether 
brushed lightly or combed down flat. 

If you want your hair to lie down par- 
ticularly smooth and tight, after apply- 
ing Glostora, simply moisten your hair 
with water before brushing it. 

A large bottle of Glostora costs but a 
trifle at any drug store. 
| |4 generous sample FREE upon request. 


Send This Coupon and Try it FREE 


THE R. L. WATKINS COMPANY 
1276 West 3rd Street, Cleveland, Ohio 


Please send me FREE, a sample of GLOSTORA, all charges paid. 




















What an Age! 

“F, P. A.,” writing in the New York 
World, says in effect: “While this is the 
age of telephotography and radio, it is 
also the age of revolving doors and paper 
towels.” Yes, and it is also the age of 
rice pudding, intellectualized detective 
stories, spare ribs, overpolite movie ush- 
ers, six-inch telephone booths, cigarette 
lighters, prize novels, cold taxicabs and 
lift bridges.—Chicago Daily News. 


A socio.ocist advises waiting two years 
and giving the child a name which will 
suit his characteristics. At two years, 
if he is healthy and normal! in all re- 
spects, the name would be Attila. 

—Detroit News. 





STUDENT 


CRUISE TOURS 


via the MEDITERRANEAN 
Shore excursions Gibraltar, Algiers, Palermo, 
Naples, Genoa. Entire tourist class chartered 
exclusively for American tourists. Literature. 
INTERCOLLEGIATE TRAVEL BUREAU 
2929 Broadway, N. Y., YELiowstone 7983 


E t J 928 Student Tours. 
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No matter whether you plan 
to spend $300 or $3000, our 
specially prepared descriptive 
booklet, sent free on request, 
will be invaluable. Tours 
with escort. Independent 
Tours. Private Auto Tours. 


DEAN & DAWSON, Ltd. 
500 Fifth Ave., New York, N.Y. 


Established 57 years 
40 European Offices 


LONDON PARIS ROME 


CAIRO 


Music and Mechanics 

Wuewn Junior had finished his first 
music lesson his teacher said to him, as 
she stopped the metronome which had 
been indicating tempos on top of the 
piano: 

“Now, my boy, you must practice when 
you get home.” 

“And, teacher,” asked the boy, “shall I 
tell Father we must have a windshield 
cleaner for the piano?” 

— Youngstown Telegram. 


A Policeman’s Mixed Lot 

Tue hawker had just been moved on 
by the policeman, and was cross about it. 

“Garn! Who wouldn't be a_police- 
man?” he taunted. “Nothing to do but 
stand still doing nothing while he walks 
around listening for anything he can 
see !”—Tit-Bits (London). 

A wELL-KNown American sportsman 
cancelled a tiger hunt in order to get 
married. Well, we suppose he knows 
best.—Humorist (London). 


Thoughts at the Movies 
Wovtp Life were half as well directed 
As all the better movies are! 
With every episode connected 
And every pretty girl a star, 


Would I, instead of being played out 
And weary in the final reel, 

Might do a grand, triumphant fadeout 
Like Sydney Carton or Camille! 


Or, better still, would I were tending 
Inevitably, inch by inch, 

Toward the sort of happy ending 
That leaves the hero in a clinch! 


Life could be made so much more thrill- 
ful, 
So much more gay, however brief, 
If its scenario were skillful 
Concerning comedy relief. 


How pleasant, too, for all God's chillun, 
To have things fixed, on cach one’s 
screen, 
So that invariably the villain 
Is beaten in the struggle scene! 


But here’s the best, most glorious vision 
To us who go with leaden hearts 

Shears working with undulled precision 
To cut out all the tiresome parts! 


S. K., in Spokane Spokesman-Review, 


Propasty nothing else can peter out 
any more expeditiously or conclusively 
than a college club of sweet things 
eternally pledged not to marry. 

—Detroit News. 
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At all DRUGGISTS $1.25 
Send for free trial bc tle 
W. F.YOUNG, Inx Springfield, Mass 
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Mrs. Pep’s Diary 
(Continued from page 9) 
Monte Carlo, and how in a certain 
inn she had regularly tipped the 
chambermaid for washing her hands 
before making up the bed. Then 
all of us to a new soothsayer of 
whom we have heard, and she did 
forecast for me so rosy an immediate 
future that I did seriously consider 
dashing over and ordering the new 
tea table on which I have set my 
heart, but Effie Goings held me back, 

for which I thank God 


’ Awake betimes and at 
March : ‘ 
the journals, Sam mar- 
6th veling that the police are 
so unsuccessful in coming at fugitive 
felons, when he himself cannot even 
take a drink by stealth without my 
detecting him, no matter what pains 
he takes to cover his tracks by wash- 
ing glasses, putting back spoons and 
concealing fruit rinds and empty 
mineral water bottles. Lord! I have 
always said myself that should I be 
guilty of the slightest statutory of- 








~ A Medical 
Opinion 


“The ideal cor- 
rective for ‘sour 
stomach’ is cal- 
cium carbonate 

—a potential 
anti-acid,incap- 
able of disturb- 

ing the normal 
action of the 
bowels and 
bladder, impos- 
sible of over-dosage and per- 
fectly safe to use.’’ 


— Your ewn doctor will confirm this quotation 
from noted medical authority. 





Learn the Quick Magic of Calcium 


Old-fashioned folks, not abreast with 
medical science, still take burning soda. 
Occasional doses may do no harm. 

But calcium is the modern anti-acid: 
2!; times as effective as soda, yet is utterly 
safe in its soothing action, yet positive 
in its relief. 

Stuart’s Tablets are the ideal form of 
calcium carbonate combined with other 
soothing, healing ingredients. 

Medical authorities commend Stuart’s 
formula as the only kind for use with 
children, and best for men and women. 


‘(FULL BOX FREE 


A regular 25c box, pocket size—ample to try 
Gorougaly the benefits of Stuart’s Tablets— 
will be sent you free, if you mail this coupon 
to Stuart Co., Dept. 713, Marshall, Mich. 











The Quickest Relicf, for r - Gastric a 
25c¢ and 60c Everywhere 


STUART'S 
TABLETS 
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and smile/ 


Movie stars, women of fashion, girls who are 


popular wherever they go — all have that fas- 


cinating, adorable smile that reveals perfect 


teeth, lustrous white. Don’t let your teeth grow 


dull. Keep them sparkling white with delicious 


Dentyne —the quality gum that makes teeth 


white and smiles more charming. 








fense, I should be in the Tombs be- 
fore I was in the publick prints. It 
is true, however, that the phrase, 
“getting away with murder,” does not 
have the same significance that once 
it owned. The morning gone in 
writing verse, which I do mean to 
take up again, and then to Eloise 
Brown’s for luncheon, after which we 
fell to cards, and Hilda Hemingway 
had such steady bad fortune that she 
did call for a swig of liquor in the 
hopes that she might at least feel 
more cheerful about it, whereupon 
her hands grew consistently better 
until she rose from a deficit of six 
thousands points to an advantage of 
three thousand, and we did all ad- 
monish her to write about it to the 
National Society Opposed to Pro- 
hibition, and she replied that she 
might were it not for her fear that 
they would touch her for her win- 
nings. 
Baird Leonard. 





Mothersill’s prevents exhaustion, 
nausea, dizziness and faintness of 
Train Travel. Journey by Sea, 
Train, Auto, Car or Air in Health 
end Comfort. 33 
asc. & $1.50 at Drug Stores or dire? 
The Mothersill Remedy Co., Ltd. 
New York 


Cortez CGars 
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EMBARRASSING 


When you tell the wife that you've never 
been in this supper club before and the host- 
ess greets you with a friendly “hello, Al”... . 


be nonchalant . . . light a MURAD Cigarette. 


MOMENTS 











The Ideal Juror 

Jupce Cuares Catviro of Clinton was 
holding court in one of the rural coun. 
ties of his circuit. He was listening jp. 
tently while a prospective juror was 
questioned by a lawyer in the case. 

“Do you know anything about this 
case?” was asked. 

“No.” 

“Have you heard anything about it” 

“No.” 

“Have you read anything about it?” 

“No. I can’t read.” 

The prospective juror, losing his pa- 
tience, turned to the Judge: 

“Judge, I don’t know nothing.” 

“Keep your seat; you are an ideal 
juror,” Judge Calvird replied. 
—Kansas City Siar. 





A sartor arrested in an Eastern port 
speaks a language which none of the in- 
terpreters recognizes. Possibly that Easy 
French in 15 Lessons.—Detroit News. 








Limitations 

A younc woman who is attending the 
kindergarten school of Western Reserve 
University was asked by a friend: 

“Will you get a degree when you are 
graduated?” 

“No,” was the reply, “not for kinder- 
garten work.” 

“Isn't that too bad!” the friend ex- 
claimed. “Now you will not be able to 
teach kindergarten in high school.” 

—Youngstown Telegram. 





1. How Dry I Am! 
2. Have Another Drink! 


DUTCH PORCELAIN 
DECANTER, Qt. Size 


It plays above tunes if you 
lift it from Table. = 


Other Handsome Musical |} | | 
Novelties. Free Catalog No. 19. \\ || 


MERMOD & CO. OhBoy, 


16 East 23rd St., New York 














Celebrity 

A croup of men distinguished in their 
connection with aviation were in serious 
discussion at Mitchel Field the other day 
—Giuseppe Bellanca, Mr. Martine, 
backer of Chamberlin’s recent endurance 
flight, Chamberlin himself, and several 
others—when an automobile arrived and 
delivered a large gentleman who wore 
glasses. The newcomer provoked startled 
exclamations from a crowd of newspa- 
per photographers who were standing 
about and they all rushed to his side. 
They shook his hand and made much of 
him, and after a few minutes one of them 
escorted him across the field toward the 
group of aviation experts. 

“Gentlemen,” he said, “I thought you 
would like to meet Mr. Heenan, Peaches 
Browning’s father."—New Yorker. 





Tue Orrice Boy (advising on bootleg 
liquor): Lean off it. It makes ya act 
the way ya ain’t.—Golden Book. 

THE DEVINNE-HALLENBECK COMPANY, INC., PRINTERS, NEW YORK 
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Banish Fat 
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Try This Modern 
Way 


Not always by abnormal exercise or 
diet. That is hard and slow. Most people 
who try it lack the patience to continue. 

Another method has in late years at- 
tained enormous use. Itis easy, pleasant, 
scientific, based on modern research. 
The slender figures now so common are 
largely due to that. 

That method is embodied in Marmola 
prescription tablets. People have used 
them for 20 years—millions of boxes of 
them.They have told the results to others. 
Now in almost every circle there are 
people who can show you what they do. 

Marmola contains a substance which, 
in the body, turns food into fuel and 
energy rather than into fat. The com- 
plete; prescription is stated in every box. 
Also the reasons for results, This to ban- 
ish any fear of harm and to let a know 
just why you get the benefits that come. 

Go try Marmola, as myriads of people 
for two decades have done. Not only for 
new beauty, but new health and vitality. 
Simply take four tablets daily until you 
get the results desired. Then, in kind- 

ness to your friends, tell them what 
Marmola does. Go order before you 
forget it and watch the delightful change. 
Marmola prescription tablets are 
sold by all druggists at $1 per box. 


If your druggist is out, he will get 
them at dnce from his jobber. 
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